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Land of the Vanaras 


Varnanamarthasanghanam rasanam chhandasamapi 
Mangalanam cha kartarau vande vanivinayakau. 


I offer my salutations to Saraswati and Ganesha, 
The creators of sounds and their letters. 

The meanings of words, poetic sentiments 

And the begetters of all blessings. 


Ramacharitamanas Bala Kanda, sloka 1 


It is the beginning of time. Lord Vishnu’s third avatar, 
Varaha has just slain the demon Hiranyaksha and is resting 
atop a mountain at Gangamoola. It has been a long and 
arduous battle and Varaha is sweating so profusely that his 
sweat is tumbling down the mountain in great streams. The 
sweat pouring forth from the left is given the name Tunga 


and that from the right Bhadra. Both these rivers flow 
parallel to each other until they merge at Koodli becoming 
the Tungabhadra River. The Tungabhadra continues on 
its course flowing through the northern part of Karnataka. 
A small village town Hampi lies on its southern bank 
somewhere in the middle path of the 531 kilometre long 
river. Today Hampi is well known as a UNESCO world 
heritage site of the erstwhile Vijayanagara Empire, but that 
is not the story I am telling you today. My story belongs to 
eternity. 

Time rolls on and the ceaseless motion of the untiring 
hands of the eternal clock of kaal, time, wave goodbye to 
Satya Yuga and herald the Treta Yuga. Atop Hemakuta 
hill in Hampi sits Lord Shiva in deep meditation. The 
Tungabhadra river which in this age is called Pampa flows 
gently and happily below. The daughter of Himavan, the 
Lord of the Himalayas, is single-mindedly focused on 
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marrying Lord Shiva. This young damsel of spectacular 
beauty sits on the other side of the Pampa river in 
deep meditation. Many attempts to woo Shiva end in 
disappointment. Finally, in desperation Pampa Devi, as she 
is known in these parts, asks Kamadeva to intervene on her 
behalf. Kamadeva agrees and shoots an arrow of flowers 
disturbing Shiva. Enraged, Shiva opens his third eye and 
reduces Kamadeva to ashes. Yet, he agrees to marry Pampa 
Devi and gets the name Pampapati. The gods cannot contain 
their joy and they rain gold on the couple. The Hemakuta 
hill, which literally means a heap of gold, is named to 
remember this event. 

Sometime later, on the ninth day of the month of chaitra 
exactly at midday, a baby boy is born. He will grow up to 
be Sri Rama. At a swayamvara in the court of King Janaka, 
though tender in age, he will be the only one able to lift and 
string Shiva’s bow, and win the hand of the beautiful princess 
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Sita. Back home in Ayodhya, Lord Rama will fall prey to the 
Machiavellian machinations of the wily maid, Manthara and 
the weak-minded Queen Kaikeyi. This will send him into 
exile for fourteen years. There the demon king Ravana will 
abduct his beautiful wife through the ruse of a golden deer. 
Lord Rama along with his brother Lakshmana will now go 
searching for her and this will lead them to Kishkindha, across 
the river from the now renowned village town of Hampi. 

A whole yuga passes and creation arrives at its last years 
of this manifestation. In Kali Yuga, on the 11th of November 
2021, or should I say 22, Kartika, Shukla Paksh, Saptami, 
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2078 Aananda, Vikrama Samvata, I arrive in this curiously 
auspicious land of royalty and spirituality. 

My heart is full. This is the land that beckons my guru, 
Swami Niranjanananda. This is the land that returned his 
abducted wife to Satyam’s hero. Swami Satyananda says: 


I love everything about Lord Rama and his 
extraordinary life: his self-control, poise, restraint, 
culture, civility, manner of affection and enmity, 
stance and attitude towards his enemies. Lord Rama 
is a model for humanity and everyone should emulate 
him. As a boy I worshipped Lord Rama as my hero. 


All children looR for a model, an ideal to emulate. In 
childhood I, too, needed a model. I looked but found 
no one. I was educated at a convent, but I chose Rama 
as my model. 

After thoroughly studying the Vedas, the 
Upanishads, the Bible, the Koran and many other 
spiritual books which I have great respect for, I 
stopped my reading with Ramacharitamanas. This one 
book paved the way in my life. This book took me out 
from the gravitational force of mind and intellect. 


Satyam travelled to many places on Sri Rama’s route, 
including Chitrakoot, Panchavati and Rameshwaram. 
It was at Rameshwaram that Satyam had a vision of the 
magnificient edifice of Ganga Darshan, more than thirty 
years before it was built! 


During Swami Sivananda’s All-India tour of 1950, we 
visited the famous temple at Rameshwaram. Swami 


Sivananda offered his pranam and pooja, and vhen 
I laid my head at the Shivalinga created by Sri Rama, 
I lost consciousness for a little while. I had a vision of 
a river, a hillock, and a seven-storey building. I didn’t 
know what it meant, but I knew if it had anything to do 
with my life it would unfold itself. . . 


It was at Panchavati, near Tryambakeshwar, that the decisive 
events leading to the fulfilment of Sri Rama’s descent on 
Earth began to unfold. Satyam received divine blessings and 
guidance at Tryambakeshwar, not once, but twice. The first 
time he sought divine blessings for his yoga mission and the 
Munger chapter of his life. The second time he received a 
divine mandate for the Rikhia chapter of his life: 


At Tryambakeshwar once again I was at the crossroads. 
Once again I had to make a choice as to where I would 
go. On 8th September 1989, I was in deep meditation 
and suddenly I experienced a storm that raged with 
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such a force that I could not determine whether it was 
happening outside my room or internally, within the 
confines of my own consciousness. Amidst the erupting 
thunderclaps, I heard a voice pronounce with absolute 
clarity, “Chitabhoomi!” I knew where I had to go. 


And about Chitrakoot, the charming place where Sri Rama 
spent the initial stage of his exile, Satyam had this to say: 


It was on this very spot ‘at the ghat of Chitrakoot when 
all the saints gathered to watch Sant Tulsidas grinding 
chandan paste to anoint a tilak on his ishta devata, Sri 


Rama, that the Lord revealed himself in person’. Here 
amidst the sylvan selling of Kamdgiri, I delved into 
the time when Sri Rama eternally sanctified this soil by 
taking refuge there. During a few reflective moments 
as I rested at the foot of the mountain where thousands 
do parikrama, the murmuring streams, dancing trees 
and flowing rivers sang to me of the glorious year 
when Sri Rama with Sita and Lakshman played his lila 
at Chitrakoot. 


Kishkindha was one place he never came to. He and Swamiji 
have sent me here. Will I be able to see through their eyes? 
Will I be a worthy recipient of such grace? 

There is not a monkey in sight, but the landscape is of 
undulating green hills with boulders that hang upon each 
other in delicate balance. I am instantly reminded of the 
bridge that the Vanara sena built from Rameshwaram to 
Lanka. If this is their land and this is how they fashioned 
these rocks, then the bridge for them would be child’s play. 
Of course, these boulders have nothing to do with Sri Rama’s 
sena. They are the effect of years of erosion. Yet, for one 


travelling on a tirthayatra, a pilgrimage, there is no room for 
science in the mind. 

Having read the Ramacharitamanas several times, I am 
slightly taken aback to find out that our first stop is to be 
Shabari’s cave. Aranyakand is a whole different chapter to 
Kishkindhakand. To me that equates to travel from Bombay 
to Bangalore. Yet obviously in the Treta Yuga land was just 
a continuous mass and distances in the Ramacharitamanas 
are the result of Sri Rama treading this land on foot. Now 
about 70 steps have been cut into the hill for quick access to 
Shabari’s cave and I bound up them quite easily. Yet millennia 
ago when Sri Rama had embarked on this journey barefoot 
and with the heaviness of finding his lost wife, I wonder how 
laborious the journey might have been. Up top, the cave 
has a low entrance divided right in the middle by a pillar. A 
perfect height for a little lady. You do not need to close your 
eyes to see her scuttling about cleaning, caring and waiting 
for her ishta devata, Sri Rama. She’s there, and you can see 
her, eyes wide open. 
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Today, at the entrance is 
a havan kund with imprints 
of Shabari’s feet upon it. It is 
believed that it is at this exact 
spot that she fed Sri Rama 
with the half-eaten berries. 
Along the wall at the front of 
the cave are frescoes of that 
simple, yet profound event 
of dedication and devotion. 
At the other end of the cave 
are the footprints of Sri Rama 


and Hanumanji, definitely 
later additions. Maybe this is 
the spot where Shabari told 
Sri Rama to enlist Hanuman 
and Sugriva in his search for 
Sita Ma. The explanation I 
received is that this was the 
place where Shabari and Sri 
Rama sat and chatted awhile. 
It could also be the spot where 
Sri Rama expounded the 


Navadha Bhakti to Shabari; 
hearing the Lord’s stories, 
singing his praises, constant 
remembrance, service to His 
feet, worship, salutations, 
service, friendliness and 
surrender are the nine steps 
of bhakti. 

The simplicity of the place 
and the intensity of bhakti 
throbs with life here. I see 
Satyam standing there, our Sri 
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Rama in Kali Yuga (after all Satyam traced his lineage back to 
the blessed Ikshvaku clan). His words ring aloud in my ears: 


For surrender, you require innocence. Shabari was 
a tribal lady. Her guru told her that one day Rama 
would come to her doorstep. Hearing this, she was 
so overwhelmed with joy and happiness that initially 
she could not say anything. But then she asked certain 
questions: ‘How can I touch and worship the feet of 
Sri Rama? How can I, a downtrodden one, deserve to 
have darshan of the Lord?’ God’s feet touch everything 
and everywhere. God is present everywhere. To reach 
God you neither need a certificate nor virtue. Only 
one thing is necessary and that is intense love for God. 
That is the only requirement. 


Swami Niranjan tells us that Shabari is an ideal example of 
unswerving faith in the guru. After her guru told her once 
that her ishta would come to visit her, day after day for the 
rest of her life, she swept, cleaned and maintained her cave 
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with the constant awareness that Sri Rama might come today. 
No other thought or doubt entered her mind, just the clear 
focus that I have to be ready when Sri Rama arrives. 

The keeper of this shrine is an old man of slight build, 
and I could not help wondering if he belonged to Shabari’s 
lineage. Just idle musing. I am sure there is no connection. 
At the base of the hill lies the Pampa Sarovar. It is here that 
Pampa Devi had meditated years previously and the pond 
had emerged as a result of her tapasya. It is from these 
selfsame waters that Shabari bathed Sri Rama’s feet on that 
auspicious day when she finally received her darshan. It is 
from this pond that she collected flowers for pooja as well. 
Pampa means lotus and in Kali Yuga the man-made tank is 
supposedly filled with beautiful lotuses, and is an exquisite 
sight to see. It is one of the most ancient of the five sacred 
Sarovars (which include Mansarovar) in India. Unfortunately, 
during my visit the Sarovar was undergoing restoration and 
was an empty pit. Maybe it was Sri Rama and Shabari Ma’s 
way of calling me back to Hampi again. 


Sri Rama bade farevvell to Shabari and continued on his 
path. Shabari had told him that he could find Sugriva near 
Pampa Sarovar. In those days when the land was covered 
with dense forest Pampa Sarovar must have seemed like a 
fair distance off. Today, it is at the base of the hill. The hill 
is named Matanga, after Rishi Matanga who had an ashram 
here and where Shabari Ma stayed as his disciple. 

To one side of Matanga hill is an L-shaped hill called 
Rishyamook, the fabled destination point of the first meeting 
between Sri Rama and Hanuman. Sugriva and Hanuman 
had been watching Sri Rama and Lakshman from a distance, 
and Sugriva sent Hanuman down to check if the two came 
as friend or foe. The words from the opening verses of 
Kishkindhakand of Ramacharitmanas flash through my mind. 


Bipra rupa dhari kapi taha gayau. Matha nai puchata asa bhayau. 
Ro tumha syamala gaura sarira. Chhatri rupa phirahu bana bira. 


Taking the form of a brahmana, Hanuman went up to 
the two brothers and bowing his head addressed them 
thus: ‘Who are you, heroes — one of dark hue, the other 
fair — that roam the woods disguised as Kshatriyas?’ 
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The exact location of 
where the meeting took 
place is only known to 
Sri Rama and Hanuman |. 
themselves. Locals do not 
have much to say about the 
hill. We pay our respects 
from a distance. 

On the other side of 
Matanga hill is Anjaneyadri 
hill, the birthplace of Sri 
Hanuman, and our next 
stop. Sri Hanuman’s mother 
was named Anjana and so 
another name for Hanuman 
is Anjaneya. At the top of 
the hill is a temple dedicated to the first Superman of all 
time, and not a fictional character belonging to a comic strip. 
Rather, India’s favourite, Hanu-man. It is the only place in 
Kishkindha where you find a lot of monkeys. Interestingly 
enough the doors of the temple are kept shut to prevent the 


pesky simians from entering. Quite ironic, considering the 
temple is dedicated to their general. It is from here that as a 
child Hanuman ate the sun. It is here that Indra struck him. 
Allow me to present the life and times of Hanumanji to you 
in the words of Swami Niranjan. He tells it so well: 


Hanumanji plays a very important role in the Indian 
spiritual and cultural traditions. There are two aspects 
of Sri Hanuman: one aspect is the mythological; and 
the other is the historical and conceivable. 

In mythology, Hanumanji was born in the age of 
Treta at the time of Sri Rama. He is considered to be 
an incarnation of Lord Shiva who had come down with 
incarnations of all the other gods in form of monkeys 
to help Sri Rama. Why in the form of monkeys? Due to 
a curse given by Narada to Narayana. 

Once in a playful mood Narayana turned Narada’s 
face into the face of a monkey and everybody had a 
good laugh. It was an innocent joke, but the maya of 
Narayana twisted the head of Narada, and made him 
angry. When he realized that he was given the face of a 
monkey he cursed Narayana, “When you take birth on 
earth as Sri Rama you will have nobody but monkeys 
to help you.” To fulfil the promise of this curse Shiva 
and all the gods took birth in the form of monkeys. 

Hanuman was a very unique monkey. Right at the 
time of birth when he was very young he saw the red 
rising sun and thought that it was an apple. He was 
hungry. His mother had gone out. So he jumped 
up, grabbed the Sun and put it in his mouth. There 
was darkness all around. Then Indra, the King of 
Gods, struck Hanuman with his weapon, vajra, on the 
face and broke Hanuman’s jaw. The Sun came out, 
Hanuman fainted as his jaw was broken. He was a 
very young boy and Indra was the king of gods. It was 
Indra’s mistake to have smitten him. This little boy 
Hanuman fell. 
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Hanuman’s godfather was Vayu Devata, the Wind 
God. When the Wind God saw his godson unconscious 
on the ground he became very angry with Indra and 
he said, “All the gods will have to come and revive 
Hanuman. If they don’t, I will stop my flow.” And he 
stopped his flow and every creature on earth started to 
die due to the lack of air. There was chaos. No oxygen 
anywhere. So the gods came to plead with the Wind 
God, and the Wind God said, “Nothing doing. You 
have to revive him.” Brahma replied, “We will not only 
revive him but give him our powers as well.” 

So, from a very young age Hanuman had all the 
divine powers and he was very naughty. While yogis 
used to sit for meditation he would lift up their asana 
and carry them far away in some remote corner of 
the jungle and leave them there. And when they used 
to come out of their meditation they used to see they 
are twenty, thirty, forty kilometres away from their 
residence and they had to walk all the way back. In this 
manner he used to do a lot of mischief and trouble the 
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yogis and the sadhus. One day a sadhu cursed him: 
“Hanuman you will forget all your powers by which you 
create so much trouble for all of us. Although we know 
it is a Joke and a game, it is disturbing, distracting and 
demoralizing. If you leave us a hundred kilometres 
away from our ashram and we have to walk back, that 
is definitely not our cup of tea. So you will forget all 
your powers until a time when they are needed.” 

Hanuman forgot his powers. In the meantime he 
had become a student of Surya, the Sun God and he 
had learnt all the vidyas, knowledge from him. At a 
very young age he had mastered all the knowledge. 
When his powers were lost he lived like an ordinary 
person but he lived in isolation due to the samskaras 
and experiences that he had had in his life. He spent 
his time in contemplation, meditation, and doing 
mantra, Japa of Rama. He did not know Rama at that 
time, but the mantra Rama existed before a person 
was named Rama. Hanuman used to do the mantra 
Rama in his isolation and contemplation. By doing the 
mantra Rama due to his previous samskaras and as he 
was the incarnation of Shiva and had a destiny to fulfil 
he connected with Sri Rama and saw his image. 

In isolation he became friends with Sugriva, and a 
consultant to him as well. Sugriva was the brother of 
the King of Kishkindha, the kingdom of monkeys. As 
a lifelong friend to Sugriva, they had many adventures 
together, and it was with Sugriva that he met Sri Rama 
and became his emissary to Sri Lanka. 

The group of Vanaras who had come to the South 
were given an indication that Sita was confined on an 
island away from the mainland. At the ocean side, all 
these emissaries began thinking, ‘How do we cross the 
ocean?’ At that time an elderly person Jambavant who 
belonged to the bear tribe reminded Hanuman of his 
abilities and powers. After remembering those abilities 
and powers Hanuman went across the ocean. 
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Surprisingly enough very few people know that 
Hanuman and Sri Rama are brothers. Sri Rama was 
born out of a magic milk potion concocted by a yogi 
who lived about six kilometres from our ashram, 
Ganga Darshan Vishwa Yogapeeth. This yogi’s name 
was Rishi Shringi. He was the one who concocted the 
magic milk potion so that the queens could conceive. 
Sri Rama’s father had three queens, so he divided up 
the potion in three parts and gave one portion to each 
queen. But then one bird swooped down and carried 
away a portion from the hand of a queen. That portion 
she dropped to Anjana, Hanuman’s mother. Anjana 
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had that potion and Hanuman mas born from that. 
When Sumitra's portion was gone, then Raushalya and 
Kaikeyi took a bit of each of their portions and gave it 
to Sumitra. Since she had two portions of the potion, 
she was given two sons — Lakshmana and Shatrughana. 
Kaushalya had Rama. Kaikeyi had Bharat. Hanuman 
was also born out of the same potion, but took birth 
from another mother who belonged to the Vanara 
tribe, so he was identified as a Vanara, monkey. It 
makes sense as Shiva and Narayana are both eternal. If 
Narayana is being born from the portion of milk then 
Shiva also has to be born from the portion of milk. 
They can’t have a carnal birth. 

In his youth Hanuman spent a few years in Ayodhya 
playing with the young Sri Rama. His interaction 
with Sri Rama was a very unique one. He was brother, 
friend, and also a servant to do all the biddings of Sri 
Rama. Hanumanji describes his relationship with Sri 
Rama very eloquently, “At the physical level, I am the 
servant of Sri Rama. I do his bidding. He is my master, 
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I am his servant. At the mental level, he is my friend. 
I can tell him anything. I can say anything to him 
knowing that he'll always guide and inspire me. He is 
my friend. We are equals. At the spiritual level, there is 
no difference between me and Sri Rama. We are one.” 
Hanumanji did not only say these three statements 
but he lived them, he experienced them, he became 
them. There was no conflict or confusion between his 
physical and mental and spiritual connection. Never. 

Now let us look at the practical and realistic 
aspects of the story. In the Tulsi Ramayana it says 
that Hanuman flew across the ocean but in Valmiki 
Ramayana, the original, it is stated that Hanuman 
walked, swam, jumped on rocks and in this manner 
he crossed the ocean. He did not fly. If you go back 
in time, Treta yuga, the time of Rama corresponds to 
the Ice Age in the North. Water levels were very, very 
low at that time, and there was already a link existing 
between India and Sri Lanka. This link was submerged 
in some parts at different depths, maybe five or ten 
feet. In some parts it was broken. But a connection 
existed. It was Hanuman who used this path for 
the first time. When the rocks were near he would 
jump, when they were a little distant he would swim, 
when there was a plateau or sandbar, or a rockbar he 
would walk. When Rama’s army built the bridge they 
simply filled in those gaps and therefore it happened 
very fast. Otherwise to cover the depth of the ocean 
with its currents and everything would have been an 
impossible task. They simply filled up the gaps with 
rocks and crossed it. 

Was Hanuman really a monkey? In the ancient days 
there used to be different tribes and each tribe was 
named after a bird or animal or an object of nature. 
Even today in Jharkhand there are tribes who consider 
themselves to be descendants of birds, reptiles, insects 
and animals, and their title depicts that. Even their 
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God is the same object of nature. So vanara was a tribe. 
In today’s language it is translated as monkey, but in 
reality it is the name of a tribe, not of the monkey 
animal that you see around you. This tribe lived a very 
natural life in jungles and caves. 

Hanuman was a yogi from birth. The Sun is a 
symbol of pingala nadi, the solar force or solar energy. 
It is the prana which pervades the entire universe, 
and it is light and knowledge. When he consumed 
the Sun it is an indication that he had mastered the 
pingala nadi. After consuming the Sun he became 
a disciple of the Sun and learnt all the vidyas from 
the Sun. After having mastered the pingala he was 
the recipient of all knowledge that comes with the 
awakening of prana. He was hurt by Indra when he 
was perfecting his pingala sadhana. Indra is the mind, 
controller of the senses and the mind. Being hurt 
by Indra indicates a slip of the mind. We all slip. We 
can’t even keep ourselves focused for more than a few 
seconds. Attention span has come down from minutes 
to seconds now. In that state of perfection when 
Hanumanji slipped because of the mind, he became 
unconscious. 

Then vayu comes in the picture. First it stops. All 
the activities of all the pranas cease. It is like kevala 
kumbhaka. There is no inhalation. Everything is 
exhaled. That’s it, perfection of kevala RumbhaRa. In 
that state of kaivalya he is given the divine powers, the 
siddhis: competence to do different things at will, the 
physical and the subtle both. Once he has received 
those siddhis and is endowed with those powers in 
the state of kaivalya, and becomes one with his inner 
kaivalya state then once again the wind blows and 
brings him back to life. The energy begins to move 
again and he comes back to life. This indicates a 
progression of yoga. A person who has had this type of 
experience cannot remain in society like an ordinary 
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person. In order to continue with that experience they 
have to withdraw into contemplation and meditation 
and mantra like Hanuman did. 

Hanumanji has been an exceptional being with 
a very unique personality. In history he is the most 
knowledgeable. As an example of service he is 
identified and quoted as the model, an ideal helper 
and servant to Sri Rama. In intellect there is nobody 
who can compare to him. He is a very astute person. 
Nothing escapes his eyes, and he always takes things 
in stride. As he takes things in his stride people 
depicted him as flying. When you fly there are no 
obstacles. You face obstacles when you walk. You 
walk when you are heavy in mind and body. When 
you are light in mind and body then you float four 
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inches above the ground lite Yudhishthira's chariot. 
Yudhishthira was an embodiment of dharma. He had 
never thought or encouraged or associated with or 
supported any misdeed or mis-thought. Therefore, his 
chariot used to ride four inches above the ground on 
a cushion of air. No bumps, the first hydrofoil chariot 
in the world! 

Historically Hanumanji represents an enlightened 
being from birth who lived a life of dharma, who 
lived a life of renunciation, and who lived a life of 
contemplation and peace. Hanumanji fought not to 
create disturbance but to bring peace, harmony and 
dharma. While the terrorists fight to bring disturbance 
good people fight to eliminate and avoid the causes of 
disturbance. 


Returning now to our Ramayana trail we continue on to 
another hill in this sleepy town on the other side of the river 
from Hampi, now known as Anegondi. The hill is named 
Malyavanta hill. On the hill is a cave. By its side is a fissure 
on the ground filled with water and flanked by a row of 
Shivalingams on either side. It is believed that it was in this 
cave that Sri Rama and Lakshmana spent their Chaturmas, 
the four months of the monsoon season, and that the fissure 
was created by Lakshmana who shot an arrow into the 
ground. The surrounding area affords a most spectacular, 
panoramic view of Hampi. It is therefore famous as sunset 
and sunrise point. 

Malyavanta Hill is the only hill with a motorable road 
and houses the Malyavanta Raghunatha Temple. From where 
the car stops a short uphill walk brings you to the expanse 
of the temple precinct. The actual temple has an open outer 
foyer where the unbroken chanting of the Ramayana in Hindi 
continues 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, 365 days a year. 
This Akhand path is conducted by two priests in the main 
mandapa, who sit in front of a small altar. The fragrance 
of incense permeates the air, and instantly the mind rests 
and a feeling of peace descends. In the garbha griha, the 
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sanctum sanctorum are idols of Sri Rama in the centre vith 
Lakshmana on one side and Sita Ma on the other. They are 
carved into a large boulder, and you can do parikrama seeing 
the circular circumference of the stone. This is where Sri 
Rama spent Chaturmas and waited for Hanuman to return 
with news from Lanka. Possibly it is for this reason that all 
the idols are in seated position. A rare darshan of Sri Rama, 
who is usually depicted standing with bow and quiver. 

As you walk beyond the math area, the living and dining 
quarters of the temple priests, at a short distance is the 
gateway to Vali’s fortress and his cave. This is where Vali 
was born. It is also the place where he fought Dundhubi’s 
son Mayavi. A long and fierce battle was fought between 
Vali and Mayavi. The entrance to the cave was blocked 
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with a boulder. Vali who was king of the region had asked 
his brother Sugriva to stand guard. Sugriva stood outside 
obediently and faithfully and at the end of a month when he 
saw streams of blood flowing out of the cave jumped to the 
conclusion that his brother had been slain. He left his post 
and appointed himself regent. Sugriva should have used his 
viveka, discriminative ability, more wisely, for he had made 
the wrong choice and his decision cost him heavily. Vali had 
been victorious. He returned to his kingdom and was so 
incensed by his brother’s behaviour that he banished him 
from the kingdom. Today the boulder almost entirely blocks 
the cave. A very narrow passageway allows you to traverse 
it and come out the other side. For first timers the passage 
can be quite daunting. Yet, once the crossing is complete the 
adventure is quite thrilling. 

The exiled Sugriva took refuge on Matanga hill. It was 
the only place in the kingdom of Kishkindha that he could 
be safe. Years before Vali had killed the demon buffalo 
Dundhubi. In his excitement he tossed the body high into 
the sky. Unfortunately, it fell on Matanga hill, at the exact 
location where Rishi Matanga was conducting a yajna. 
Enraged that this dead body dripping with blood had defiled 
his yajna he let out a curse that if he who had committed 
this despicable act were to set foot on Matanga hill, his head 
would explode. And so, Vali would never set foot on Matanga 
hill and Sugriva sought sanctuary there. 

I am told that the place from where Sri Rama shot the 
arrow that killed Vali and where Vali’s ashes lie are closed 
to visitors as a leopard was sighted in the area. Not wanting 
to be any leopard’s lunch and with the desire to return and 
be able to tell my story I forgo visiting these last two points 
on the trail on this side of the river, and bid farewell to 
Anegondi. 

Sugriva’s cave funnily enough is on the other side of 
the river, directly across from Matanga hill, evidence that 
the topography of the land has certainly changed. It is 
very dimly lit inside and only on looking hard and long 
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can you make out the images of Sri Rama and Lakshmana. 
This is the famous spot where for the first time Sri Rama 
received concrete proof that it was actually his wife, Sita that 
his monkey friends had seen. Sugriva handed over Sita’s 
belongings to Sri Rama here. At the entrance of the cave are 
two sets of foot prints that are said to be those of Sri Rama 
and Lakshmana. Leading out of the entrance or into it are 
long parallel linear indentations in the ground. The story 
goes that Sugriva was sitting at the entrance of his cave when 
he saw Ravana carrying Sita towards Lanka. He saw Sita 
drop her jewels and other items on the hill. Once they had 
passed, he thought he would bring the belongings to safety. 
Somebody might come looking for them. However, when he 
went to collect them and carry them back he was unable to 
lift them. They were just too heavy! So he dragged them all 


27 


the way back to his cave. The markings on the ground are 
from the weight of the bundle. To the left of the cave are two 
small ponds. The one further away from the cave is called 
Sita’s pond, as she bathed in this water while staying here 
upon her return from Lanka. 

Further down the hill is the Yantrodharaka Anjaneya 
Prana Devaru temple. Legend has it that a great saint, Sri 
Vyasaraja offered prayers to Lord Hanuman here. Every 
day he would draw a charcoal picture of Hanumanji on a 
rock and then perform his pooja. At the end of the pooja 
the image of Hanumanji would disappear. Sri Vyasaraja 
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prayed ardently for Hanumanji to give him darshan. On 
the twelfth day Hanumanji jumped out of the rock picture, 
gave Sri Vyasaraja darshan and then re-entered the rock 
to stay there permanently. In another rare darshan here, 
you find Hanumanji seated in padmasana with his tail as 
crown, coiled on top of his head. Around him a yantra has 
been created atop which are the carvings of twelve monkeys 
to represent the twelve days of pooja. Sri Vyasaraja has 
also done likhit japa of the bija mantra around the yantra. 
According to local folklore, this is the location where Sri 
Rama and Hanuman met for the first time. 
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Still further down the hill is Chintamani Ghat and the 
Kodanda Rama Temple. Chintamani is a very important 
place in the Ramayana trail. It is the area where Sri Rama 
met Sugriva for the first time. It is here that he planned 
his strategy to slay Vali. And, it is from here that he took 
aim, strung his bow and released the arrow that eventually 
killed Vali. Two sets of footprints can be seen outside the 
Shiva cave temple at this spot. Locals will tell you that they 
mark the exact spot where Sri Rama stood to end the reign 
of the indomitable Vali. Sri Rama then crowned Sugriva 
King of the Vanaras and regent of Kishkindha at the spot 
where now stands the Kodanda Rama Temple. The images 
in this temple are carved out of a single boulder. Ma Sita, 
Sri Rama and Lakshmana stand about 15 feet tall. The 
small engraving of the monkey beside them is believed to be 
Sugriva, not Hanuman. The area between the Rishyamook 
hill and Matanga hill which can be seen from the ghat is 
called Chakratirth. It is the point at which the river turns 
northwards, and the change of direction creates a swirl of 
water. A more appealing explanation to my bhakta mind is 
that it is the spot where Lord Shiva presented the Sudarshan 
chakra to Lord Vishnu. We end our visit here. 

Yet, there is much more to tell about this sacred land. 
The list is unending and many places are still undiscovered. 
One such is the Sahasralingas where a thousand Shivalingas 
are carved into the earth. This was Hanumanji’s place of 
worship. He would come here every day for his sadhana. 

Winding our way down from the Hemakuta hill complex, 
we pass a small log lying upright on the ground. It is snow 
white in colour. My guide informs me that it is the root that 
Sri Rama subsisted on while he lived in exile. In Corona 
times, I choose not to try it. The exit brings us to the 
Virupaksha temple, and back to the beginning of my story. 

Virupaksha is another name for Lord Shiva. It translates 
as eyes without a form, and was built to commemorate the 
happenings on Hemakuta Hill: Kamadeva’s arrow that 
disturbed Shiva’s meditation; opening of Shiva’s third eye 
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and Ramadeva being reduced to ashes, Shiva agreeing to 
wed Pampa Devi; and the resurrection of Kamadeva, only 
in spirit not form. Locals believe that on the day that Lord 
Shiva brought Kamadeva back to life, the gods were so 
happy that they consecrated the moment with showers of 
flowers. They ascribe the beginning of the festival Holi to 
this incident. The garbha griha of the Virupaksha temple 
has a swayambhu shivalingam, a natural shivalingam 
covered with a mukha, mask of the Virupaksha form. The 
original temple dates back to the seventh century, but the 
complex today is built by regents of later empires including 
the Vijaynagara Empire. 
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There are also the Hazara Rama and the Pattabhirama 
temples dedicated to Sri Rama, built during the Vijayanagara 
reign by kings as a symbol of their devotion to the land’s 
spiritual heritage. At the former, the entire story of the 
Ramayana is sculpted along the outside walls of the temple. 
Walking in a clockwise direction the story unfolds in sequence. 
The Pattabhirama temple has single image relief work of Sri 
Rama, Sri Krishna and Lord Vishnu on the walls and columns. 

Our last stop is the Mahanavami Dibba, a 12 metre high 
stone platform within the Royal Enclosure from where the 
king would view celebrations and festivals. It is believed 
that the first celebration of Dussera took place here, and 
immortalized Sri Rama for all times to come. 


Siya Rama maya saba jaga jam, karahu pranam jori jug pani 
Mangala bhavana amangala hari, dravau so dasarath ajir bihari 


Having realized that the entire universe is permeated by 
God and his maya, I offer my salutations with folded hands. 
May He, the storehouse of auspiciousness and the dispeller 
of inauspiciousness, shower his grace upon us. Jai Sri Rama! 
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Available Satyam Tales Titles 


1. Diggaja 


From elephant to super-elephant 


2. Mystics from Moon 
A journey through space 


5. Great Escapes 
Memoirs of a guardian angel 


6. Humans and Superhumans 
The touch of grace 


9. Divine Play 
A loving connection with the celestials 


10. The Gift of Peace 
A precious bequest 


13. Dhoom-Dhaam 
Program, download and print 


14. Sodium and Potassium 
The play of Kamala and Kali 


17. An aim, an ity, a ness 
and a ment 
Watchwords that spell success 


18. Destiny’s Child 


When guru becomes the guide 


21. The City of Yoga 


Not just a name 


22. At Satyam’s feet 
An incomparable offering 


25. Diggaja Returns 
To relearn the a-b-c of discipleship 


26. Yoga Everywhere 
World culture indeed 


29. A Village Transformed 
A sannyasin’s sankalpa for the welfare 
and happiness of many 


30. Descent of the Divine 
A disciple’s loving offering to his guru 


33. Yoga Nidra 
Gold for this age 


34. l am a Sannyasin 
A life of service and dedication 


37. Life is VVorship 
Laugh, Love, Live 


38. Satyam and Hanuman 
Siddhis with a difference 


41. Open Up 
And unlock yourself with yoga 


42. Meeting the Master 
Memorable memoirs of Satyam's 
many disciples 


45. More Meetings with the 
Master 


46. The Gifts of Satyam 
Seen through the eyes of Hari 
and Aryan 


Memoirs of Satyam’s householder disciples 


49. Inspirationfor Life 
Yatras to Mount Kailash 


50. Following the Inspiration 
To be with the Divine 


53. The Yogic Teaspoon 
A journey towards luminosity 


54. Around the World 
In 144 days 


3. The Daredevil Dolphin 
Making a leap of faith 


7. The Ancient Astra 
An invocation and a resurrection 


11. The Yogi and the Maya 


Renewing an ancient bond 


15. Spike the Hedgehog 
And his open-heart surgery 


19. My Friend Namrata 
Not just a blade of grass 


23. The Amazing Dog Trick 
Living the teachings 


27. Ma Ganga 
And her beloved sons 


31. Homage to a Rishi 
A little disciple's poetic tribute to 
her guru 


35. Save Ganga 
A wakeup call for all 


39. The Car of Life 
On the yogic route 


43. Turn the Wheel and 
Flow with Life 
Glimpses of the MYS 2018 


47. A Prayer to Sri Ganesha 
A direction, path and goal 


51. Satyam and Krishna 
Reigniting the jyoti of yoga and 
bhakti 


55. Astute Answers 1 
That could only be given by Satyam 


4. Lessons for Life 
A disciple’s ongoing journey 


8. Grandpa’s Memories 
About the man who never slept 


12. Om Niranjan 
Realizing godhead in guru 


16. The Crew 
For the welfare and happiness of many 


20. A Ray of Joy 
That lit up the earth and sky 


24. Glory to a Rishi 
The saga of Padma Bhushan 


28. Holidays in Munger 
A true homecoming 


32. A Star in Heaven, A 
Flower on Earth 
A balyogi’s first floral tribute to his guru 


36. Adapt Adjust Accommodate 
Sutras from Shiva’s household for the 
whole world 


40. Yoga Unites 
From shore to shore 


44. Antarix & Oshadix 
And other stories of Satyam with 
young Niranjan 


48. Mahadeva Uvach 
Thus spoke Shiva On Satyam 


52. Satyam, Krishna and 
Niranjan 
A truly extraordinary trinity 


56. Antarix & Oshadix Return 
To learn music & meditation 


ss 4 - | 

—— ee bape ers ofa 

EEE “ESE mies CEN ties 

spu 3 Ed TN Dl 

des ae en ae ESA 
aS JR) re 5 ss 

LS FA 
Rua A | YAE 


TT 


